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	1. Chapter 1

**Mothers and Sons**

The moon rose slowly over Tokyo. Kazuto watched the stars emerge, barely visible, over the neon lights of the city. From his vantage point at the top of his high-rise apartment building, he could see through miles. A million sounds reached his ear, a million smells drifted past his nose. He'd learned to ignore the constant barrage of sensations, living in such a large city.

He brought a forbidden cigarette to his lips, scolding himself for the renewal of a habit he'd dumped years ago. He exhaled in a puff of smoke, enjoying the feel of it, reveling in the subtle guilt. It reminded him of his mother. Not that she was into guilt. It was more the idea of knowing what she would think about what he was doing. It made her feel closer to him, and he missed her very much.

He hadn't seen her in several years.

He hadn't seen any of his family in years.

Kazuto Higurashi sighed, and stubbed the cigarette out under his boot.

"You know, those things will kill you." Came a voice from behind him. He noted the scent before turning around, but he couldn't stop his single cat ear from swiveling towards her.

"Go home, Chiyo." He said, suddenly feeling exhausted. It was an effort to keep it out of his voice.

"Shut up Kaz." Chiyo snapped, and leapt to land lightly next to him, perched as delicately as a cat, even though she was a dog hanyou. Kazuto stole a glance at her, trying not to turn his head or show interest.

She was taller than he remembered, but still graceful and elegant. Her long silver hair shone in the moonlight, and the single magenta stripe of her cheek told him she had eschewed her concealment spell as he had. He glanced up at her two, perfect, downy silver dog ears peeking out through her hair. He felt the stump of his missing ear sting, and his remaining ear flattened against his head as if self-conscious. He never could quite control it.

Deep amber eyes met his, catching him in his perusal.

"It's been awhile, hasn't it buddy?" She said, quirking an eyebrow and looking a lot like her father. Kazuto just pulled another cigarette out of the pack in his jacket and lit it with his last match. He turned away from her, but he could feel her breath on him as she sighed. She smelled faintly of vanilla, as she always did. Her scent made his chest constrict a little bit.

"Don't call me that," He said finally, the silence too much for him. Chiyo could sit through a silence for ages, but it unnerved him to know she was waiting for him to speak and could wait all night if need be. Seeing as how she had inherited her father's acid-related abilities, it wouldn't be wise of him to try to make her leave by force.

"Kazuto, then," Chiyo said. "I came to bring you home."

"You know I'm not going home," Kazuto said flatly.

"You might want to rethink this feud of yours," Chiyo said, "At least for your mom."

"Look, we've been over this before. It's been years. Why show up now?" Kazuto said, starting to feel irritated. Her scent was unusually strong. Maybe she was just sitting closer to him than she'd done before. But it was distracting him from his cigarette and he wanted her to leave.

"Listen Kaz, your mom...she's pregnant."

Kazuto felt his stomach drop a little bit in panic.

"Again?" He asked, trying to sound like he didn't care.

"Yes, and she wants to see you. She's afraid….well you remember how the last one went."

"Yes I do." Kazuto had tried hard to forget.

"She wants to see you, to be with you in case...in case it goes like that again. In case it's worse."

"You mean in case she dies?"

"Yes."

Kazuto swore, wishing Chiyo had never showed up with her scent and her hair and her bad tidings.

"Kaz," Chiyo said, her voice soft, "I miss you."

Kazuto contemplated the moon. It seemed to him that if he opened his mouth a whole lot of words might fall out, words he didn't want to say. He heard the rustle of her clothes, felt her hair brush against his arm as she stood.

"Fine." She said, turning her back on him to go.

Before she got very far, Kazuto's hand shot out and grasped her silky silver tail, the unique hanyou trait she'd hidden as a child. She used to squeak and squeal in shock whenever he tweaked her tail playfully when they were younger. Now only her sharp indrawn breath revealed that she'd felt anything at all. She didn't even turn around.

"I'll come," Kazuto said, standing up and dropping his cigarette butt. It had been long enough. If she needed him, he would come. In spite of all he'd been through, he'd never stopped loving Kagome Higurashi.


	2. Chapter 2

**Hanyou on the Run**

"**You don't mean** right this minute?" Chiyo said, as Kazuto made to leave. He stopped and stared at her, a little nonplussed. His ear twitched as though asking a question for him. Chiyo grinned, which made Kazuto's breath catch (which in turn made him scowl and turn away). "I'm sorry," Chiyo said, apparently misinterpreting his sour face. "I just mean," She went on nervously, "It's getting late. I was on a plane for an eternity to get here. Can we stay the night?"

Kazuto sighed. Maybe she didn't realize how breathless she sounded, or what she was really asking of him. He shrugged. It didn't matter. She hadn't inherited her father's ability to fly and she needed to rest. He supposed he would have to put her up for the night.

Kazuto's studio apartment, a few floors down from the roof, was not something he would have wanted Chiyo to see. There were a few too many empty beer bottles and cigarette butts lying around, not to mention underwear hanging out on the floor begging to be kicked under the bed before being noticed. The room wasn't very large, and it contained just a low, Japanese-style futon next to a kitchenette area with a low table. A washroom was the only separated area, so there wouldn't be that much privacy.

Kazuto made Chiyo wait in the hall for a few seconds so he could make sure there weren't any incriminating magazines or otherwise embarrassing paraphernalia lying around. He spread a comforter on the futon and let her in. She paused on the threshold to remove her boots, which had unreasonably high heels (to Kazuto at least) and went right up to her knees. Barefoot, she padded into the room, doing a circuit of the place and looking out the window eagerly at the neon view. She kicked over a few things by accident and tripped slightly trying to step over the futon, and Kazuto had to hide his smile. Chiyo was a gracefell half-demoness, but in her eagerness she did sometimes display a clumsy side that made her seem like, well, like a puppy.

He schooled his expression when she turned to him, bright eyes shining. "It's so beautiful here!" She said.

"Do you want some tea?" Kazuto offered, glancing over at his kitchenette and hoping he could locate the electric kettle.

"Sure!" She chirped with forced cheerfulness.

Kazuto silently went about his task, banging around in the cupboards for a few minutes before he could find the implements he needed. He was busy stealing sidelong glances at Chiyo, who had seated herself demurely on the futon and was playing with her tail while looking out the window, when the kettle boiled.

Chiyo moved to join him at the table, and Kazuto rolled his eyes to the ceiling to avoid the view she was giving him by crawling over in her miniskirt and stockings. They sat in heavy silence for a few minutes, sipping their tea, when Chiyo finally slammed her teacup on the table with both hands, shaking slightly. Kazuto caught a whiff of her scent, which was more distressed than usual.

"Ohmyfuckinggod" Chiyo breathed. Kazuto's eyes snapped wide open at the sound of her _cursing, _which she almost never did. "Kaz I can't do this right now. Why won't you just talk to me?"

"I am talking to you," Kazuto said, not meeting her eye.

"No you're not!" Chiyo rejoined. "You are glowering at me. I know I took a big risk in coming here, but I'm not the reason you left so why can't you at least be nice to me, like you used to?"

She _was_ the reason he'd left, but that was more or less beside the point. Kazuto's ear twitched and flattened against his head, chastised. He wasn't sure what to say to her, so he kept silence. It didn't matter because she seemed to have built up a head of steam.

"I mean ten years, Kaz. TEN YEARS. I know we live longer than humans but that's still a long fucking time!"

"What's going on?" Kazuto said suddenly. "Have you been living with my mom or something?"

"Uh...yeah. Wait how do you know that?" Chiyo said, momentarily stalled from her scolding. Kazuto couldn't help but grin a little.

"You've developed the Higurashi potty mouth," He said, a little proudly. Chiyo smiled, but then seemed to come to herself.

"No!" She said. "No no no. You will not be sweet now and interrupt my rant. I was on to something!"

"Me calling you a potty-mouth is sweet?" Kazuto said, feeling a little more in control of the situation.

"Oh shut up. I'm mad at you."

"I thought you were worried _I _was mad at _you._"

"Well, yeah I was. A little."

"Well I'm not."

"Not what?"

"Mad at you."

Chiyo sipped her tea.

"Why would you be mad at me?" She mused. "I haven't done anything wrong."

"Except show up at my house unannounced and expect me to put you up for the night. Also for some reason you have no bags, so I suppose I'll have to loan you pajamas." Kazuto pointed out. Chiyo blushed hotly.

"Just like a T-shirt or something," She mumbled. "I'm sorry."

"It's okay, I said I'm not mad," Kazuto responded gently. "But why don't you have any bags?"

"I left in kind of a hurry."

"Chiyo...:"

"I didn't have time to pack…"

"Chiyo you snuck out, didn't you?" Kazuto said, alarmed.

"I'm an adult!" Chiyo said. "I don't have to sneak anywhere!"

"Your dad doesn't know you're here?"

"Well, he should by now-"

Kazuto groaned and put his head in his hands.

"Chiyo he's going to murder me-"

"That's crazy, why would he murder you?" Chiyo asked, although Kazuto felt she should have known the answer to that one.

"You know he's never liked me!" He said. "And what if he shows up here and you and I are sleeping in the same futon and you're wearing my clothes? He'd skin me alive and hang my body out the window."

Chiyo went even redder, but this time in anger. She scooted back from the table as though she couldn't stand to be so close to him.

"I came here," She said softly, "because your mother needs you, and nobody else would admit it. If you would like me to stay in a hotel, I will. But for god's sake I'm not trying to _seduce_ you."

"I never said you were!" Kazuto said, waving his hands a little desperately. "I only meant-"

"That my father would assume the worst if he sees us together? Is it so dangerous to sleep next to me? We used to do it all the time as kids," Chiyo said.

"Well we're not kids anymore, are we?" Kazuto snapped, and instantly regretted it when he saw the hurt look on Chiyo's pretty face. She looked down.

"No, we're not."

"Chiyo...stay, I'm sorry. I know you weren't trying anything…"

"You don't have to treat me differently, you know." Chiyo said, as though she hadn't heard him.

"Differently from what?"

"From before you left. We were fine then, right? Why are you being like this now?"

"...it's just been a long time," Kazuto sighed. "I'm sorry, I'll try to loosen up."

Chiyo nodded seriously. "Good," she said, as though they had struck a deal.

**An hour later** Chiyo was fed and showered and tucked into the far side of the futon wearing Kazuto's softest T-shirt. Kazuto dressed in sweatpants and his second-favorite T-shirt in the washroom and crept out to join her on the bed. For a while they were silent, and Kazuto judged that she had fallen asleep. He listened to her even breathing, and was surprised when she spoke into the dark room.

"Kaz?"

"Yeah?"

"You awake?"

"Yeah."

"Why did you go?"

Kazuto wanted to groan, but thought that might make her mad. He couldn't tell her his first and major reason for leaving, but she would sense a lie.

"It wasn't because of me?" She asked timidly.

_Yes. _"No," Kazuto said.

"I know I was getting pushy-"

"No…"

"And I wouldn't leave you alone. You must have been so annoyed."

Well, partially, but that wasn't it at all.

"I made you practice with me too much," She continued.

"No, Chi, I loved teaching you kendo," Kazuto breathed. He had loved it a little too much.

"Then why did you go?" Chiyo asked. "Everyone's missed you."

"Not everyone," Kazuto said dryly.

"Who is it then?" Chiyo said. "If it wasn't me…"

"It was….it was me," Kazuto said. "I grew up, and everybody expected me to stay the same. And I wasn't the same. So when I heard Naraku had been seen last here, I decided to get away, you know? Come here and make some progress on the job we've all been trying to do."

"You're not going to kill Naraku all by yourself, Kazuto," Chiyo whispered.

"I could." Kazuto resolved. "If I could just find him I could."

"But why not come back even for a visit?" Chiyo asked. "If you just left to prove yourself, there's no reason you can't visit."

"Inuyasha wasn't happy when I told him my plan. He wanted me to stay." Kazuto recoiled inwardly and the memory of this particular "disagreement". Both he and Inuyasha had thrown a lot of hate at each other. Things had already been tense as Kazuto grew up and both men felt possessive of Kagome. It's not that Kazuto was in love with his adoptive mother, but his devotion to her was close to love and it had always set Inuyasha on edge. Something that had been cute and endearing from a hanyou child grew into something more threatening, to Inuyasha, when it came from a powerful, fully-grown half demon.

Kagome had often urged Kazuto to allow Inuyasha to act as alpha, but it wasn't in his own nature to submit. He was panther hanyou, after all, and he did not have the same kind of instincts as his adopted father. Thier relationship had been rocky for years before Kazuto decided to leave. Kazuto had been surprised that Inuyasha had reacted so strongly to the idea. He figured the older hanyou would be glad to be rid of him.

"I'm sorry," Chiyo said, interrupting his thoughts. Kazuto shook his head on the pillow.

"It's fine."

"I know you're still hiding something from me." Chiyo mumbled.

"What the hell?" Kazuto said softly. "Just go to sleep."

"Alright but you'll tell me, won't you? Soon?"

"I probably won't."

"Mmm. G'night"

"Goodnight."

They drifted into silence, and Chiyo fell asleep. Kazuto shifted further down in the blanket, trying to put as much distance between them as possible. It was hard, very hard not to notice how good she looked in his shirt. It was hard to avoid that instinctive feeling of masculine smugness that she was curled up in _his _bed.

Son of a bitch. Dammit.

These were the very thoughts that had sent him running away from home ten years ago.


	3. Chapter 3

**Travel**

**The morning sun** was violently bright Kazuto thought grimly, but not as violently bright as the chirpy-she demon banging around his kitchen.

Chiyo had bounced up at dawn and insisted that she make breakfast for him. Kazuto didn't turn her down; she was an excellent cook, but accepting her offer meant slinking off to a shop for some groceries because apparently he "had nothing" in his fridge. He'd left her happily nosing around his cabinets looking for rarely-used cooking implements. By the time he'd returned she'd turned his small space upside down. She'd even fished the underpants he'd hidden from her the night before out and hung them on the corner of the fridge like a flag. He snatched them down.

"What the hell Chiyo?" He said angrily. "Why you are flinging my underpants around?"

Chiyo reared back in mock indignation. "I did NOTHING of the sort! Those underpants were so worn out by your ass that they tried to hang themselves."

"That's rude," Kazuto said, sitting cross-legged at the low table and trying not to admire her legs too much. "Since when do you say 'ass'?"

"Since you left and I decided to be a rebel too."

"I'm not much of a rebel."

"Sure you are. You smoke. That's like the definition of a rebel."

Kazuto rubbed his shoulder uncomfortably.

"I don't really smoke," He confessed. "Not anymore. I was just wigged out last night."

"Ah," Chiyo said noncommittally. "Here we are!"

She dug some groceries out of the bags he'd brought in and set to work. Kazuto slunk over to the bathroom.

The shower was damp. Apparently she'd already used it. He undressed and showered himself, staying in the hot water a lot longer than he normally would have. He liked Chiyo, a little too much perhaps, and had known her all her life. Why did he feel so awkward around her?

Finally he could delay no longer, so he dried and dressed and rejoined Chiyo in the main room where she had set a table with rice, miso soup, and grilled fish.

Despite himself, Kazuto smiled as he sat down and began to eat.

Chiyo had arranged, via her phone, to return to the U.S. on a flight that left that evening and with a force that impressed Kazuto, she argued with the airline's customer service long enough to secure him a ticket on the same flight. She sat on the futon and chattered away at him while he slunk around his apartment, stuffing things into his rucksack. He ignored her, mostly, not because he wasn't interested in what she had to say (she was currently re-living a disastrous date with a Kitsune who kept changing genders mid-dinner) but because her cutoffs were distracting and her silvery hair kept catching the afternoon sunlight.

Kazuto really felt as though he would like to punch something. Perhaps he would just claw through the wall in the bathroom. He'd tried really hard to avoid it. Getting away from his beautiful adopted-cousin was one of the reasons he left. He remembered her as a baby, but by the time their families joined up she was closer to his age than he realized she would be. She'd caught up to him, and he hadn't grown much. Hanyou age, but very slowly.

He'd tried to ignore her, but Chiyo was not to be ignored. She commanded attention. She was beautiful and vivacious. Her upbeat clarity lifted his spirits. She made him laugh. She wanted to learn kendo, and had pestered him endlessly to train her.

He'd never made a move on her in those years they lived in the states, where there parents had first met. He'd wanted to, and had planned to, but she was younger than him, and unscarred by the rough past he'd endured. He supposed he'd waited to see if she would take a shine to anyone else. She had deserved that chance.

He hadn't been sure that she returned his feelings though. He worried that she could smell it on him, and he was careful to not get too physically close to her. His sense of smell was acute, but he couldn't hold a candle to the daughter of a powerful dog demon. Her feelings were a mystery to him, although she did seem fond of him. She had wanted to be around him, had offered him many smiles and laughs and smacks on the shoulder.

He'd reached out for her hand once, as she was walking away. He'd caught it lightly, and let it slip through his fingers. He just wanted to feel it. She hadn't turned around.

Another time he'd forgotten himself entirely and ran his fingers through her hair. She'd quirked her ears at him and blushed, but leaned into his touch slightly. He'd taken it as permission to continue, and spent the next few minutes idly threading his fingers through her silky strands. Neither one of them spoke. They'd just finished sparring and sat outdoors in the cool autumn evening.

He'd wanted so badly to do more, perhaps put an arm around her, even kiss her. But he'd held himself back. He wasn't even sure why.

His obsession had gotten worse after that evening. He found himself staring at her throughout the day, wondering where she was when she wasn't in his sight. He'd catch whiffs of her or hear her and feel like he wanted to drop everything and go see her. Too often he indulged himself and went to find her. Sometimes she would be playing with his younger siblings in the creek, or reading in the porch swing, or picking apples from the orchard out back. Sometimes she'd catch a glimpse of him and smile, and he'd have to look around for something to do, something to make it look like he wasn't just stalking around the house after her.

Kagome had noticed, he knew, and said very little about it. She did seem to have a sixth sense for when he was looking for Chiyo though. He'd prowl into the kitchen in the afternoons and she'd just say gently, "She's gone to the store, hon."

Inuyasha was more oblivious, buried as he usually was under his many kids. Kagome had given him six boys, each as bad-tempered and mischievous as the last, and the older hanyou was constantly pulling his sons out of scrapes and narrowly avoiding mud-projectiles.

It was Sesshomaru who was the problem. Once he realized that his attraction to Chiyo was more or less obvious, Kazuto had avoided him like the plague. Sesshomaru wasn't exactly a warm person anyway, and his protectiveness of his daughter was all-encompassing. Kazuto was a scraggly orphan, the type who tried to fit into his new family but kept fucking it all up somehow. Not the kind of mate material he supposed a taiyoukai would be after for his daughter.

Kazuto had known it would happen eventually, but when it did, it was so much worse than he thought. He'd followed his instincts to Chiyo one sunny spring afternoon, only to find her bathing in the creek. She wore only a white bikini, and she was stunning. Kazuto stared at her for all he was worth, knowing that if she turned to face him and saw the way he was looking at her, there would be no more beating around the bush. Maybe he wanted that? He never got a chance to find out. A hand full of sharp claws snatching him by the back of the neck and before he knew it, he was pinned against the side of the barn with a snarling taiyoukai in his face.

He'd denied, denied, denied and swore up and down he had no intentions. He'd known Sesshomaru could smell the lie, but he'd told it anyway. It had taken a long time for his adopted uncle to relax. Kazuto would continue to feel tense for days, his instincts to be with Chiyo warring with his own sense of self-preservation. Eventually he'd found a good excuse to leave, and he'd taken it, figuring the silver-haired demoness would be better off without him, and _he'd _be better off not being dismembered by her father.

But had it been worth it? Years had passed and here she was, still glowing and gorgeous, offering him those shy smiles he'd craved so much. She'd snuggled into his back at some point in the night, and it had been physically painful not to roll over and bury his face in her neck and smell her and kiss her and taste every part of her body.

When the time came to go to the airport, Chiyo took his hand shyly in her own, as if to encouraging him to leave the apartment. Once they'd closed the door behind them, though, he didn't let go.


End file.
